For well thou know'st, 'tis not th* extent
Of Land makes Life^ but sweet content.
When now the Cock (the Plow-man's Home)
Calls forth the lily-wristed Morne ;
Then to thy corn-fields thou dost goe,
Which though well soyl'd, yet thou dost know
That the best compost for the Lands
Is the wise Masters Feet, and Hands.
There at the Plough thou find'st thy Teame,
With a Hind whistling there to them :
And cheer'st them up, by singing how
The Kingdoms portion is the Plow.
This done, then to th'enameld Meads
Thou go'st, and as thy foot there treads,
Thou seest a present God-like Power
Imprinted in each Herbe and Flower ;
And smell'st the breath of great-ey'd Kine,
Sweet as the blossomes of the Vine.
Here thou behold'st thy large sleek Neat
Unto the Dew-laps up in meat:
And, as thou look'st, the wanton Steere,
The Heifer, Cow, and Oxe draw neere
To make a pleasing passtime there.
These seen, thou go'st to view thy flocks
Of sheep, (safe from the Wolfe and Fox)
And find'st their bellies there as full
Of short sweet grasse, as backs with wool.
And leav'st them (as they feed and fill)
A Shepherd piping on the hill.
For Sports, for Pagentrie, and Playes,
Thou hast thy Eves, and Holydayes :
On which the young men and maids meet,
To exercise their dancing feet:
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